io8               ALPHA  OF THE PLOUGH
of small nationaiitiesr- When I hear the aggressive,
bullying horn which some motorists Vcieliberately
use, I confess that I feel something boiling up in me
which is very like what I felt when Germany came
trampling like a bully over Belgium. By what
. right, my dear sir, do you go along our highways
uttering that hideous curse on all who Jmpe<Ie your
path? Cannot you announce your coining like a
gentleman? Cannot you take your turn? Are you
someone in particular or are you simply a hot gospeller
of the prophet Nietzscfae? I find myself wondering
what sort of person it is who can sit behind that hog-
like outrage without realising that he is the spirit
of Prussia incarnate, and a very ugly spectacle in a
civilised world.
And there is the more harmless person who has
bought a very blatant gramophone, and on Sunday
afternoon sets the thing going, opens the windows
and fills the street with Keep the Home Fires Burning
or some similar banality. What are the right limits
of social behaviour in a matter of this sort? Let us
take the trombone as an illustration again. Hazlitt
said that a man who wanted to learn that fear-
some instrument was entitled to learn it in his own
house, even though he was a nuisance to his neigh-
bours, but it was his business to make the nuisance
as slight as possible. He must practise in the attic,
and shut the window. He had no right to sit in his
front room, open the window, and blow his noise
into his neighbours' ears with the maximum of